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THE WOMEN WHO WAIT.
oy
Gireat God of battles® streteh thioe arm
Across the mighty deep,
Gulde thou our fieet to victory
While we our vigils keep.

O thou who seexi our Dh—'llﬂ ships sweep
To meet the lurking foe.

Sueeor the brave who go to bear
The stress of strife snd woe

Rule though above the troubled seas;
The triumph swift give thou

To those who snswer merey’s volee, |
Who o compassion bow.

Not for our banners stalned and torn,
Not for our hravest, sluln,

O God of Merey, give us strength
To bear this greatest paim;

But for a nohler chuse we pray. '
For Cuba's alien ery:

And for the bitter things which send
Our natlon's best wo die

When these are stilled, oh, stay the storm
Ower the eruel main,
Pilot our heroes safely hack

And give us pence aenln.
_Helen R Raymond In the Boston Transeript.

THE FLAG.

I hope peace will come soon, and come to
tay, and so come us o be worth the keeplng
w ol future time. - Abraham Lincoln
Roll & river wide and stronge.
LAKe the tides a-swinginge.
Lift the joyful floods o° song
Set the mountains ringine.
Run the lovely banners high—
Crimson morning-glory !
Field as blue as yonder sky.
Every star a story.
Let the people, heart and lip,
Hall the wleaming splendor!
Lt the guns from shore und ship
Arclamstion render’
All ye ocenns clup your hands'
F.oho piains and highlands
Hpoed the volee thro' il the lands
To the Orient ixlands,

Darling fing of liberty’

And my sires up-garnered

Law and Love revealing.
All the downcast turn to thes,
For thy help appealing.
In the front for human right.
Fiash thy stars of morning.
All that hates and hides the Hght
Flies before thy warning.
By the volors of the duy,
By the breasts that woeir them,
To the Hving God we pray
For the brave that bear them*
Run the rippling baoner high:

Peace or war the wenther,
Cheers or tears, wo'll live or die
Under it together.

~M. W. % in Hamilton Liternry Magarine.

KING COAL TO UNCLE SAM.
1 mm the king of sirife und calm -
Now s whistle and now s moan —
I have seized the seepler and torn the palm
From the wind on hisx bauble throne.
My pipe in his fuce I boldly puff
TIl bis rage my soul insplres,
And [ draw him down and his eries | drown
In the glee of a billion Ares’
Oh, | sm king of the land and wea.
King of the fleld snd foum,
King of the mountain hill and lea.
King of the hearth nnd home'

Heir of the lordly limbs and leaves
Now n whistle amd now s moan—



